could not bear 
what happened by 


the darkness; 
a cave then, 
acquiescence. 


The Affair 


I took myself 
rather too fierce 


ly dry. When jousting numbs, 
flips one 
to LIE Now it's just 


what you've v 
amped for,sweet 
yPie: Fuck 
ultee MUTT. 


Afro-Viginette 
Outside the thrift shop,scanning, 
her two kids clutching toys,pull 
ing oppositely. 


"Are you looking for ME?"pickup 
driver's prompt 


intrigue. No I'm not looking for you! Oh 
my no I'm not! 


Their laughing a part 
of the code 


for everything. 


Utterly Aint Misbehaving 


At the invention of fact 
we all stood stock still 
heeding the warning: "We 
want the PROgram, people, 
not the dance! GET it?" 


See 


in her combing 
soft the fall 
ing hair a fan 
breathes. 


After Reading Ann Landers 


for my morning laugh, but 
weighing in among 
the wacky ills. 


In manners of love 
one must remain wary 


of naming another 
imbecile. 


I, 


raging the 
apparent 


Landscape 
encounter 


you in 
gravity, 
revered 


Space, and 
naturally 
displeased, 


displace, 
trumpeting 
too that 


you are not 
to be saved, 
Since saving me 


describes forever 
the visionary 


moment ,meaning 
all; thus,I re 
fute Dr Johnson. 


The Art of It 


This is An Apple 
when you see it 


is not,nor anything, you 
never again halve 


Certainty with 
the others,who, 
in plumb Truth, 


will malaceously knock; and 
thus are apples absconding 


with your shining 
reputation. 


Fog 


An attache case jots 
past a tree,black, both 
or is that wet tree a 
drift back of the case? 


I ask you. In a sense,a 
goes by 6b and therefore... 


(In a sense! --what else 

is there?) Orientation be 

ing convention,so must I, 

for most fastidious you,im 


ply a someone carrying too. 
Such a face! Faithful 

to nothing,we spot a 
constant rub. 


Audiences 


They laughed at William Carlos Williams at Ioway, 
alienold he among that corn where wellaway ‘twas then 
Vanguard,wellfed. Academy 

Rye-tin' n' other oxy 


morons. Padraic Colum at our small place wandering,forgot his 
Gaelic riverbanks, finally 

asking which poem of his we wished recited. 

Not title one we knew. Shaking,he fished down 


and drew up just a line,then a skein,easing 
with those glistening charms our ignorant pain. 


After,in an upper room for junk never redeemed, 


a student mine, female 
in the way reclaiming 


time, enveloped 
his freckled hand. 
Hey! How're you doin? 


rebuts the newest,hustlin' 
jive of all bored 
auditoriums,All American 
suety whores. 


The Auslander 


plopped as I entered. Out! I ordered. So, 
just what do you think you're doing, 
anyway? Weighing some fine point of 


justice in your own warped favor? 


Seeking to embarrass 
with your crude aesthetic? 


Skipping a shower the more to relish 
those stranger odors your trash 


food sweats? Accents,uh huh! 
Surfing a girl in hope 
the line of her panty shows? 


The latter I know;the rest 
educated guesses. 


"I admit nothing,but I'll part, 
like you,foreign to my heart." 


The Bad Movie Attempts 


talk, Like the rest of us 


facing the awful land 


scape,won't,again like 
us,get the haulscored 
by those with filmy teeth. 


ALL God's Children 


The sanctioned continuity 
of man's ingenuity to man: 


Bouncing Betty. She vuss there 
in the Gulf War,our latest pride 
of lines just 


as when She made it quite 
safe for democracy in ‘18. 


WelL,anyway,the short of it's up 
She frisks when triggered 


'n blows your balls off. 
(Be Less Than You Can Be.) 


Oh 'scuse sexist me and mine 
Since we've taken women in: 


Hey Gals! Pay's not bad, right?--what with Bouncing Betty for 
your fringe. 


Dear John Q. 


Bad songs make you cry,whip 
ping up that cesspool 
of the expected. 


Hitler loved dogs and children, 
you little facist prick. 


In the Marketplace of Liars 


no true chum remains 
genuine 


ly a bargain. 


Fawlty TowersBritish TV comedy 


The Literary Life 


Basil Fawlty,you irreversible dolt! 
Yet haven't I spurred white-hot steeds 
to just as unremarkable defeats? 
(when I had the guts to saddle anything but Hope). 


We long to play Hamlet or Raskolnikov to be Sure. 

The samovars,the whistling swords! 
Slums of vile despairing,breathlessly sinister courts. 
Promoting mad scenes to suit 


the heart of the moment,but never to flash true 
wares as Pangloss,nor dare parade the open face 


of Sancho Panza. Saddest yet that 
narrow shelf of all my Quizling selves. 


Beauty hasn't world enough, thus 


you turn,cabs lengthening 

to suns. Clouds punch 
up,blackest at their 
hearts. The wind 


drubs the city 
in petals,stunning with 
perfumes. This mood, 


not yours,though fierce 
ly elegant, you crack 
the exact moment apart, 
the molten core of motion in your image. 


Slumber Song 


Go to bed, 
Pretending 


Somebody 
Loves you. 


It's all right 
Dt"sall: Lies. 


Tomorrow's another one, 
BabyHon. 


The Whatchacallit,Wasteland 


PrezReagan slammed: 
Bmovie actor--yet 
TVnews one 


BIG Bmovie. 
's all Soap, 
Gertie. 


ALL we know 'n 
can write about 
being 


SHIT. ‘bout what's the te 
dious debate,America? 
What color? 


"and when the things you plan" 


Light as butcher 
Knives 


the trees, 
the wind 


rows hoarsely 
on and on 


to l more 
bloody yr 


Two Photos At the Garden Show 


"The bluebirds have returned 
to Militia Hill!" Fact 


emphatic: "This is a BLUE bird; 
but THIS is a bluebird!" Yeah, 


Fiesty little guy 
with orange breast- 
splotch so 


himself. 


ALL the News That Fits 


MENSA dude strangles wife w/ blue panties, 
stows her,freezing AC rm,fudging time 


of death. Goes he then asailin' w/ buddy... 
later "phones" fm ole buddy's house to "wife"- - 


8 yr old girl pks up as he's 
dissembling over dial-tone. 
Perfect case closed. 


Hast seen blue panties? O 
the blueness of the panties! Am I 
blue? Blue heaven, note, moon, funk. 


Lucille Mellancamp RN,New Bedford,Mass,reports on 1st 
wearing of latest nylon blend she had stepped in 


to step out. (Note: tight 
elastic knicks her.) 


I'm smart too,it's 
helped in school. 


The Debt--to Joseph Beuys 


Hey Joe whattayuhknow? 
Still one of the boys? 
I like the one where 


these peasants wrapped 
Icy you in fat and felt 
after the crash. So -waffe 


to -mensch,and you,Pal,never 
quite the same. Well I 
mean that there are fits 


of starts for all of us,but who has 
sniffed ole Death'll figure it, their 
humanness. I don't mean 


those yuppies, coarse- 
ly strung mid-fart,who glimpse the face of God 
through credit cards. They gotta learn 

the hath they've wrought, 


that sometimes, Joe, you can't pay 
what you owe. 


The Historic Boat Tour 


And note the bank of bouganvilla 
leading up to the older house. 


You get that box lunch the ladies sold? 
Colonel Breathard himSELF... 

Like one humungous Jalapeno. 

planted it, 


Yeah. Right. 


sending the gardeners home that day, 
Farting like a machine gun since! 
as a birthday gift FOR... 


Uh huh? Everywhere you go it's the same. 


at the library 


she bowed her back towards 
the shelves,wordless- 
ly expressing this 


is my body: i can do 
anything with it 


i want. 
I can. 
I! 


The Life of the Spirit 


from boredom you concoct a rag 
In which you just succomb. 


Then play it till a hag 
bestows a sandwich. 


Boswell Visits Rousseau 
(a ballade in 4/7 time) 


John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 
John-Jacques 


Got the clap 
clap clap clap 


clap 
clap clap! 


by. 


Life goes fucking 


Knife in the Water 


With all this nasty chess of sex 
I'm tickled Norman Bates, 

ole genderbender,stays 
politically correct. 


Starting At the Hedge 


Clip clip clip, 
Cary Grant. Dont 
cutjuh balls off, 
Sleaze. 


Bleach bleach bleach 
Archie Leach, 

Watcha ass there, 
Dick. 


Slick slick slick 
Tricky Dick 

Kick me harder, 
Clown. 


Down Down Down 
...to Venus Mound. 
Cool it, 

Cock. 


Rock Rock Rock, 
Elvis hot,sock 
it King. 


Yeah n' wring it out, 
Bierce. Wherdjuh go? 
Wherdjuh go? Wherdjuh go? 


And whodjuh see? 
What rose,Mexicali? 


Casavettes 


sweet john by Jesus 
begetting films with rent 
ed lights and paper coffee 


cups filling gutters, 
continent away from 
Cigar suckers and fuck- 
ladies under the sunHAMMER, 


greaseseductions, the pop 
ping thrust of a thousand 
sexual tongues. 


Sophocles among the vicious cartoons, 
Vincent teasing life from the extras 
off the gritty street, 


napoleon yelling get out! 
If you're not in the shot,go AWAY! 
you too,John. 


Science 


Chaos get pitched 
and we're brushed 


back to walk,soon sliding 
to appropriate replicas 
bound inside the blinding 


diamond. You can't any 
where Know what you find: 
each curve hung in time, 


you hit downtown 
because you can 


see it and mustn't 
ceaselessly strike out with 
in the Luscious spaces 


ruled. Not enough then 
to elegantly muse,dying at base, 
or,jaded,get tagged in rundowns. 
So up finally stride uncon 


scious you and true, 
next at bat,Charm 
more crazy, luminous 


ly sung,and a la 
The Babe Divine 
ly point in ECSTASY 


shrewd. 


Children 


have died 

in these times, 

their sweet eyes 

their sweet eyes murdered 


in these 
times 
Children 


in these times Children Children in these times 
have died in these murdering times their sweet 
their sweet eyes their 


eyes 
eyes 
eyes 
eyes 
eyes 


So Much An Hour 


The place of time 
's a clock 
once we step round. 


Now it depends on the company. 
W/ a good'un 
lots is forgiven 


w/ kisses for all,since 
you can push everything 
back to ring in. 


And w/ a bad 
their hands 
is razors. 


Kiss-ass 


couriers round the court 
in time of A. Pope's writing 
for a collar: I'm 


His Majesty's dog at Kew 
Pray,Sir,whose dog are you? 


Hey ,ALexander,so 
you shouldn't see 
the kennel now! 


according to an 


other intonating lady on public tv: 
zillion more insects than people 
well we're so BIG hell 


i cd think of 
some sweet 
places 


The Difference 


What I'm thinking is bizarre enough. 


Must others crash in unannounced 
Sliding eyes? 


A craze becomes its own plate 
only. It strays,though staying 
under sustenance. 


aS maniacs with 


Birthday 


a. Congratulations. You haven't gotten crazy. 
b. I don't know about that. What's crazy? 


a. Like, Crazy is going to the supermarket 

and apostrophizing the checkers. What 

beautiful knights and ladies! And what a lovely 
castle! 


b: Then I'm crazy with reservations: it's all 
definitely there but needs work. 


It 


flowers suffocatingly. 
You cannnot recollect 


the seed,the rain- 
y day spent 
on your knees. 


The Science and the Art 


If earnest,you can never join 
the prevalent circus, 

but slink outside 

for exercise 


as if it mattered, 
being just 
another 

Slut. 


Even on this joyous day 
where a something amalgamates 
further bastards such 


as postmodernist 
deconstructionist 
feminist...well, 


the idea's had,IT 
lurching as we breathe 


Sibilantly each other in. 


with all 

of your degrees, 
are catching on 

about the eyes. 


The Moments of a Kind of Life 


Too incremental,I know 
and therefore slow. 


"Throw a curve ball!"-- 
advice. But that hangs, 


sooner than later, 
in silly duration, 
SO easy 
to decide the spin. 


You! 


Patriots 


In this poem's 
no age or gender. 


You'd be hard put 
to know genitals 


to play with,or 
ethnicity or race. 


Hey! Politically Correct 
or no,Abortion up or down? 
Try fathoming,Clown. 


Can't! Oh you can scorn, 
be so bored you hear 
your pipes corroding, 


scream Lemme out of this 
lousy poem,so-called! - - 

the PRECiousness and drear 
little antelope tropes. 


Good! Say it's shitty 
at any rate we're digging 
democracy. 


Believing Place 


On the road when Llight- 
ning doesn't strike. In my 
moment,cruel and kind at once, 
I thirst 


for something...it's 
not raining yet 


the weather ambiguous- 
ly menaces. Upheavals 


ahead;a crevice jaws 
to leap across or shun. 


There can be gunners too, 
fire sucking 


fire from out of Life. 


I might even wish to end 
here,knowing that vicious, 


daily twist that there's no road to 


Damascus. 
Recovery 
Something deeply lost: you have dived hence 
to feel a shape of it, a fine sense 
any cost embrace yourself within its 


whiteness. 


Definition #1 


Mad at Milton for allusion though 
examples gross as earth exhort 


me to exceed my grasp,cross that bar while, 
to mine own heart true,I'm nonetheless 
scarce adjusted in this room amid 
such Low comedy and high 


sentence. Oh yes! but 
that's defining farce,no? 


Sweet Hell--to Isaac Babel 


I getta hardon,man,'slike 
I could tuck it under my chin 
and paint on crazy bowtie. 


Okay ,okay, Pornography and Lies 
(an autobiography). Why don't you just 


say "and then you die"? Hey! 
Like it IS a d-RIVE,sex. Drive! 


he said. Through the lovely flower and through 
the whole fuckin' works! 


And look out when it STARTS. Hhold on to 
the handles of that c-RAZY sled, Baby! 
And I hold on and m'Lady too's how we say FUCK 
YOU,WORLD! ('swhat WhoreLady 
Luck's sneering now. ) 


Like Guy DeMaupassant,man: 
he struck the fuckin HUMAN 
about SEX I shit you not: 
that short story about 


Carriage driver? Says to the maid he carries 
each and every morning "How about little fun 
today,Madamoiselle?" And she laughs and laughs. 


And one morning she says yes. 


And one morning she says yes,and Like, 
that's the story: outa the b-LUE she says yes! 
SHIT! That's what I mean! YES! Fuck 
in AFFIRMATION, Baby! LIFE! Fuckin' LIFE! 


Be nice and pay some attention and stop greedy 
grabbing for once and it might even come to YOU. 


But it...it surely is all,ALL fuckin DANGEROUS. 
Let's not ever forget that 


DeMaupassant died on all fours eating his own shit. 
Who dealt this mess? 


Teaching An Old Saw New Tooth 


The dental assistant's ass 
speaks volume. 


Dish night 


I learned romance 
from movies, shattering 
lies. 


At the Summit 


The woman,divorced,seething. 
So...why not try? you reason. 
From boredom she accedes then 


among all those famous sounds, 
you locate it, further wound. 


Don't sweat it. No reparations 
Licitjust 


keep everything up, 
repeating,too, 
your lie, your name. 


Ron's Paintingto D. 


What is a dream of rain? 
Does it uncover shape? 
Can pain 


define the place 
that's cut? 


Can we see 
what we repeat? 


Why is it always too late? 
Can the rain learn? Absurd. It 


only washes and chills. What becomes 
the dream as rain 


drums into your exhaling judgement? 
When you shiver in your human breath 
wondering what you've done again? 


But as rain freshens thus 
it dreams us. 


The Mission 


I put in a week Thursday with a 
feminist. 


"You're STILL not getting it!" 
So I naturally 
didn't 


com 
mence. 


A Poem in the German Language 


When I presume to think of you I se 
lect a languid stream,one turn 
ing leaf then quick eyes. 


Encounter 


Honest to God we started by 
talking suds 


in the laundry room, 
lesbian, 'n I 

said I 'preciate 

the sweeter subtleties 


your lover embodies,which 

most men lack for sure,and I'm 
certain there's good 

sense to all the sex y'all do 


n' even good sex too, 
but show me 
anything 


like this rockhard cock 
full of blood,Missy. 


The Saving Grace 


Hey I love the entrepreneurs in 
my field,stakes infinitesi 
mal and yet they invest 


tongue into rectum, 
keeping contact 

no matter how many 
fashionable corners turn. 


Why a person has to stay light 
on that there person's feet. 


And that's ballet,aint it,Sweets? 
Had an aunt said if you can't 
Say something nice... 


etc. So I will! The heros thus presented 
and heroines presenting, remain 


too busy to whine 
at the moment. 


At the Opening of the First Epileptic Bank 


We're not crazy. 
We're not funny. 
Taking fits 'n 
Saving money. 


What's sex Like 


with one who sees 
life as The Eroica; 
another, Silly 


Symphony? What 
you'd expect, 
affecting. 


Wilderness almost Sweet: 


while trees play 
a rain 


soft air 
of light sailing 


us, YOU 
keen of elsewhere. 


Goddammit, 


I worked to get it 
just right. Why not you? 


Don't talk to me about lack of time, 


TV has peeled your brain 
in the TIME it painted your face. 


Ending Alone 


The more fair the less 
close. Unto the exquisite 


stretch where wind turns 
lover. 


,»with 


in your eyes, ah those 
Little moons 
miniscus, ) 
plum blossom 
shivering both 


The Requirement 


Friendship is fine 
but for love 


you must be willing 
to lie 


in my arms. 
Her face 


is a pain 
in the ass. 


Ask another 


martyr when he's 
passed it. 


temporal 
your little faces 


saying 
little faces wastes. 


notes from the compulsory concert 


great gobs of FahLahLah 
these suburbs n' their fits 
tickettaker's just enormous tits 


Fancy 


They spoke of it as shape. 
We who had the DUTY explained again, 
but enough was...the final way to kill 
such fancy is to kill. Strange 


we didn't ourselves fancy it 
at first but then we did,and didn't 


get our fill,nor talk our fill 
of it: those endless,subtle theories o 
didn't our poor heads ached so 


far past sweet dawn! Weren't WE the ones? 
And now we walk round hunched in tight. 

They say the nerves are sharpest wires those 
unending seconds before New Ones arrive. 


Hail 


Kissed a fat girl 
in a kitchen once. 
She liked it but no 


big deal. We minced 
back w/ Caesar salad. 


Engame 


the discussion 
turned 

on me,e- 

volved de- 


volved i have no 
opinions but 
fatigue 


With Or Without Punch Line 


I have this nice 
friend who's a painter, 
does fat stripes 


that go on,he says 
inspired by the desert 
West,I say by 


flat view from 
cot where he's 
usually deposited 


among empties. (Friends 
talk this way, 
it's okay.) 


At his shows come 
the decorators,circling 


him with love. It's nice 

and am I jealous! One, 

she gushes THE HERRENSTEIN'S 
SOFA! I MEAN ABOVE IT! JESUS! 


AND I HAD ALMOST GIVEN UP! 
(Friends talk this way too, 
it's okay.) 


And out comes the checkbook 
which is another dear form 


of love. And my friend smiles. 
It's all pretty nice,I 
mean pretty fuckin nice 


as his decorator friend's 
going on I NEVER! 
HOPED I'D FUHEYEDUH...and 


friends talk this way also and 
it's okay because it's 


all pretty nice,I 
mean it's all 
so pretty 


fuckin 
nice. 


Choreograph 


Why such mincing 
Fat Women 
about the buffet? 


Hey,come off of it! Wade in there 
with VOLUPTUOUS VOLUME 
Knocking back all,s- 


WING of hips 
proclaiming "Surrender these 


CALORIES unto us for we 
are SEX 
-ual FURNACES,wimps!" 


Final Figure 


Hands round, 
gears under. 


Pulses exit 
quartz at 
present,es 


tablishing face. 
You, recidivous 
mirror ina further 


smoke of mirrors. 


The moony wheel? 
The joking,actual 


math? None of 
these: a world 
class screw you 


trudge the ice- 
bright terrace down. 


Saying Fate 
The years have been a fiction 
and each hour and minute past. 
Live for today? 
Already it's 
too late,this breath in 
thought. Frames always impend. 


So what? Only the awful instant 
is flame. 


It's there 


In the float 
I'm afraid 


nothing is we 


don't bring, 


not a new slant. 
You don't think 
it do you? On its 


instant yes, 
but instantly 
expiring. 


The focus crowd 


is never loud. 
They got it 
gathered in. 


You flail around 
and face the clown 
in order 


to begin, then 
grind it out while 
Knowing it is final 


ly right and true 
as you will ever get. 


The focus crowd 
won't laugh out loud. 
They say soft things 
to help you 


knuckle under 
with a grace. 


(They always want you 
but not presently. ) 


You tell em to go fuck themselves 
but they take nothing personally. 


They always simply know they own 
the metaphor that counts 
for now. 


The Place of Advice 


Follow your heart! said she, 
entering the ruins. 


Decision 


I miss my- 
self loving 


food. What to do 
with time? 


J'accuse 


French films. We're perverse 
enough without explicit 
technical instruction. 


After She Drove Herself to Her Work 


Is it cold to have no time 
for love? Those Furies 


sucking my breath, 
promise death 


if they stop. Though told to get 
a life I have more 


than one this moment: I live 
on an exploding star. 


Where passion is a word 


the lady cites her "space." 
I have one nicely closed 

in my apartment. 'S called 
refrigerator. 


At Casa Nova 


"Towards your deeper realms I've tried, but 
I like women tending to fumble 
with my fly." 


Funeral Prayers 


Dave whispers 
they can say what 
they want, 


still need 
the church 


to bury you. 
Priest had us 


there,we're 
always had. 


The Order 


The future informs 
the past. 


You are not proper 
ly becoming 


as you were. 


